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			JULIE O’BRYAN

			chats with Nicky Vanderaa

			“I just want to be in control of my own life!”

			Finding Julie O’Bryan should have been easy. After all she lives at Princes Court Homes. She used to have an independent living unit in Princes Court Village but has moved to a room in a wing of the Aged Care facility. She has her own bedroom and bathroom and shares a living area with up to five other residents.

			The first time I call, I naively expect her to be in her room, but the office tells me that she may or may not be. They ring the nursing staff to see if they know where she is. Nobody knows, until, by chance someone mentions this is the day Julie goes to TAFE. The office promises to make an appointment for me. But again, wires cross, and when I arrive Julie has gone off to a country music concert at the Independent Living Village.

			I am beginning to wonder if this meeting will ever eventuate, but I don’t need to worry. Julie never misses an appointment she has made herself. She is reliable and organised and can manage her own life. She keeps track of her appointments in a Quilter’s Diary. She and her oldest sister Christine both have the same diary. I have visited Christine in Melbourne and admired the log cabin quilt she made by hand as she travelled around Australia on a camping holiday with her family. It is Christine who made the pretty blue and pink quilt on Julie’s bed. I ask; “What makes you mad, Julie?” A look of alarm passes over her face. I hastily rephrase my question.

			I wanted to know what makes her angry. She replied that it is people thinking that she cannot manage. She wants to be in control of her life. Why is this even an issue, and why would anyone think otherwise?

			Julie was Frank and Mary O’Bryan’s third child. Christine had been born in the country hospital in Yarrawonga in 1946. Then Bernard in 1948, and Julie on May 30, 1950. They were born in the Bethlehem Calvary Hospital in Caulfield, Melbourne. Julie was six weeks premature, and within hours of her birth she was showing signs of a fever. There must have been serious concerns, because Dr Kate Campbell was called.

			She had a reputation as an outstanding diagnostician. She worked closely with the Victorian Baby Health Centres and in 1947 had published a book, ‘Guide to the Care of the Young Child.’ It was a standard textbook for the next 30 years. She specialised in looking after premature babies. The humidicrib had already been invented, but it was Dr Campbell who established the dangers of administering excess therapeutic oxygen.

			Dr Campbell was remembered for spending hours late at night simply observing babies in special care wards. From 1929 until 1965 she also taught neonatal pediatrics to generations of doctors at the University of Melbourne. In her lectures Dr Campbell would explain the language of babies by imitating the squeaks, snuffles and grimaces of the newborn. I have read that some of her colleagues over the years found her intuitive gift of diagnosis irritating, but she was admired for her rapport with the mothers and nurses. Her diagnostic brilliance and her clinical rigour were never in doubt.

			Julie had contracted Ostyomyellitis, a bacterial infection. Dr Campbell referred her to the appropriate doctors who treated her, first with penicillin, and then streptomycin. Osteomyelitis was a common infection often found in young soldiers returning from the battlefields of World War 2. It was caused by the staphylococcus bacteria. How long the antibiotics took to work Julie does not know. It is her understanding that her bone growth had already been affected.

			The main effect, if the bacteria lodges in the bones, is for bone growth to be arrested. The long bones of the arms and legs are particularly at risk. Julie’s right arm is shorter than her left. I hadn’t noticed, even after five visits, until she pointed it out. Commonly, osteomyelitis in children results in one leg being longer than the other, but luckily for Julie that did not happen. There are many bones in our bodies. The foot and ankle alone contain 26 bones. A body has 33 joints and there are even three tiny bones in each ear.

			Julie is now quite deaf in both ears. She often mumbles.We make a good pair, Julie and I. My voice is soft and my left ear deaf. So as not to disturb other residents, when it is not too hot, windy or dusty, we sit at the table outside her room beside her concrete pelican. I yell my questions, repeating them as she strains to hear, and then turn my head to make sure my right ear catches her replies.

			Julie’s mother Mary, and her father Frank, came from a strong Irish Catholic heritage. All four of Julie’s grandparents were Irish.

			Worship was very important to the O’Bryan family, and Julie still says grace before every meal.

			She shows me how she discreetly makes the sign of the cross, holds her hands in prayer and mutters; “Thank You Lord for the food we are going to eat.” Normally nobody in the dining room notices, but the other day one of the staff did, and commented; “Good on you Julie.”

			On May 31, 1950, the day after she was born, a priest was summoned to the hospital to baptise Julie. I am sure the extended O’Bryan family and the congregation of St Patrick’s Church in Murrumbeena would have been praying for her survival. In 1950, the neonatal death rate of babies, that is from birth to 28 days, was about 25 per 1000 live births. Not only was Julie born prematurely, but she also had osteomyelitis. This made developmental delays and slowing of bone growth inevitable. Survival must have seemed a miracle. Of her inauspicious beginning in life, Julie says somewhat defiantly; “That’s all, there’s nothing wrong with my brain. I can do crosswords and I read.”

			Julie’s strong sense of self-belief did not just happen. It was nurtured by her parents, Mary and Frank. They were both trained teachers who met while teaching in 1942 at Ballarat. Frank was born Francis O’Bryan in 1916 in Werribee, and the family moved to Yarrawonga on the Murray River when he was a child. Frank’s father Patrick had worked for the Department of Agriculture, and when they moved, he took on the mail run between Yarrawonga and Wangaratta. He did not marry until he was 50 years of age. He died just two weeks before Christine was born.
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			Julie, the sweet-faced, wide-eyed little toddler at two years of age

			However, Frank’s mother, Nanna O’Bryan, lived on until 1973. Julie has fond memories of her grandmother and shows me what she has copied from the obituary for Nanna O’Bryan. ‘Despite being frail she had a bright eye and a ready wit, together with a keen sense of humor and a prodigious memory.’

			Mary was born Mary Joyce in 1920. Her family home was ‘Claremont,’ in Rochester. Nanna and Pa Joyce had married in 1912. Nanna was born Anastatia (correct spelling) Dullard, youngest daughter of yet another large Irish family.

			The wonderful photo below was taken in the Macedon Ranges. Frank had joined the army in 1942 and served in Papua New Guinea.
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			Dullard Family in Macedon Ranges, 1909

			After the War he studied for a Diploma in Art at RMIT. He showed promise as a painter, as evidenced by newspaper reviews which Julie shows me.

			The first review reads – ‘An exhibition which is more uneven in quality and yet has more substance, is a display of oil paintings by Francis O’Brien(sic) at the Lower Kozminsky Gallery.

			‘Trained in the neo-classicist tradition, this young artist essays mural composition with a fair measure of success. Bush Idyll and Centenary of Victoria, though labored, are carefully balanced and extremely conscientious pieces of craftsmanship.

			‘A Landscape, Oliver’s Hill, more immediate in conception and treatment, is his most promising work.’

			The second review is even better – Most promising of three younger painters making their debut this week is Francis O’Bryan. This ex-serviceman artist is searching for a wall to decorate. He shows an inexhaustible overflowing of invention in his mural designs and excellent landscapes at Lower Kozminsky’s.’

			I note that in the same review article, the writer disparaged the works of the now famous artist, Charles Blackman! ‘Pictures of schoolgirls by Charles Blackman at 435 Bourke St are essays in implication rather than explication. His drawing is weak, his color dry, sometimes muddy, sometimes neon bright.

			When Julie was born, Frank was teaching at Oakleigh Technical College. Mary was qualified to teach languages at High School. Later she taught English, Drama and French at Sacred Heart College in Oakleigh.

			Julie has one of her father’s landscapes hanging over her bed in Princes Court.
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			The family home was at 10 Thaxted Road in Murrumbeena. Just one month after Julie’s second birthday, her little sister Marguerite was born. The O’Bryan clan was mum - Mary, dad - Frank, older sister Christine, older brother Bernard, Julie - just turned two, and baby Marguerite - six in total. Philip was born when Julie was nearly four, and a few months after she turned six, Stephen arrived. The last baby to be born was Gabrielle in 1959, just a month after Julie’s ninth birthday. Now there were nine.

			The children grew up knowing their aunts, uncles and cousins. When Julie was two and Marguerite was being born, Julie went to stay with her father’s sister Jean and her family. They lived in Wangaratta. She went there a few more times, and remembers especially going there when the last baby, Gabrielle, was being born.

			Her brother Philip, who was five at the time, was in the car with her. Philip and Julie knelt on the back seat of the car, no seat belts in those days, and watched the cars whose shadows looked like big monsters in the dark. Philip was going to stay with another Aunt and Uncle in Boorhaman, a few miles further on. Their daughter Mary boarded at Kilbreda College in Melbourne, and she was not short of relatives to visit for Sunday lunches. They included Julie’s family.

			The house at Thaxted Road was built for them by a builder well-regarded in the area. It was a cream-colored brick house, and over the years, as their family grew, they added additional rooms. Julie describes the backyard as having a greengage plum tree, two apple trees, a lemon tree and a grapevine. The flower bed was a riot of color.
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			10 Thaxted Road

			Julie has happy memories of her 18 years in Thaxted Road. When her father Frank came home from work, he would sit back in his armchair in front of the fireplace and prop his legs up on the mantlepiece. The children would run around his chair and under his legs, calling out; “Beep, Beep.” That game was called; ‘Under the Bridge.’

			Another game was when their father was still in bed, and they would come into the bedroom and climb up on the bed. He would put his knees up under the bedclothes and they would climb up and sit on them.

			‘Sitting on a high-chair, eating breakfast, bacon and egg, porridge, cereal and toast and tea. FLASH BANG, ALA KAZAM. Under an orange-colored sky. Wonderful you came by.’

			Down would come the knees and everyone would fall about laughing. 

			All the children attended St Patrick’s Primary School at Oakleigh, and from 1948 until 1966, the family attended St Patrick’s Church in Murrumbeena. Bernard and Philip were both choir boys and sang in the Australian Boy Choir which was based in East Melbourne. Philip was 12 when the family moved to Mildura and wanted so much to continue to be in that choir that he came up with the hopeful but impractical idea that he could travel up and down from Mildura to Melbourne. Julie has fond memories of the family entertainment in their Thaxted St home.

			Christine choreographed a ballet for herself and fouryear- old Marguerite to the music Les Sylphides. They were both good dancers. Bernard would sing in his beautiful choir-boy voice.  Julie always sang also.

			I’m told that even today her singing voice is lovely, and she is ‘pitch perfect.’ This time however, she wanted to join the ballerinas, so Christine choreographed Julie into the ballet. It made her very happy.

			The star of the performance turned out to be baby Stephen. Mum and Dad were clapping at what they thought was the end of the performance, and then with a flourish, Bernard opened the doors between the living room and the hallway, announcing; ‘Crawling Baby’ by Stephen O’Bryan. “Mum and Dad loved it,” says Julie.

			The O’Bryan children took part in plays and concerts at St Patrick’s Primary at Murrumbeena. Julie remembers one such concert at the Malvern Town Hall, and the time she had a part in the play ‘The Bishop’s Candlesticks’ at Sacred Heart College in Oakleigh. She says she was disappointed the Bishop didn’t have much to say. In the early days there were lots of visits to the Royal Children’s Hospital for Julie, and also for Bernard, who was asthmatic. Julie’s development continued to be monitored during an annual visit to Dr Kate Campbell.

			Julie has many proud and happy memories of being part of a big family. In 1959 or thereabouts the family would rent a house for the holidays near the sea in Rosebud or McRae. To ensure safety when crossing the Nepean Highway, they would all hold hands.

			Inspired by the Gingerbread Man’s rhyme;
‘Run, run, as fast as you can. 
You can’t catch me, I’m the Gingerbread Man.’ 
Their Dad would shout ‘Gingerbread,’ and they would scoot across the road, all eyes straight ahead!
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			Julie O’Bryan’s first Communion

			Frank made an inspired decision to buy a fishing shack in Cannon’s Creek, a little fishing hamlet on Rutherford Inlet, Western Port Bay.
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			The Shack

			They owned this shack from 1961 until 1979. Electricity had been connected just before they bought it. They used tank water.

			Julie recounts happy memories of holidays at Cannon’s Creek. Mary would have to bring the side of lamb, three loaves of bread, butter and everything else because in those days there were no shops open on weekends. They would leave early on Sunday and on the way attend mass at St Agatha’s Church in Cranbourne, which had been built in 1929 from red brick and stucco in the Italian Gothic style. It was converted into a restaurant called ‘Vespers,’ and later was called ‘The Amazing Grace.’
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			‘Going Fishing’

			Following Mass, the day would be happily spent at the beach.

			There was a sandbar they could walk to at low tide. Dad would fish, and Julie said that the very first time her dad showed her how to fish, she caught seven.

			Is that beginner’s luck? It must have been, because she never caught a single fish again after that!

			She laughs ruefully and tells me that in the end she gave up trying and passed the sandwiches around instead. She has already recorded much of her family’s history in a leather-bound book titled ‘Our Family,’ written from the standpoint of Mary and Frank O’Bryan. Ancestry on both sides is detailed, birth dates, schools attended, educations, occupations, marriages and children of each one of her brothers and sisters are meticulously noted with dates. Family occasions, celebrations and anniversaries are written up with details of attendees. It is a wonderful record for the family to have, and Julie is justifiably proud. She delights in telling me dates and names. She chuckles and says she herself has a prodigious memory, and maybe she inherited it from her paternal grandmother, Nanna O’Bryan?

			Julie’s sister Christine was a teacher, retiring in 2014. She and her husband now travel extensively. Bernard has a successful business, Mr Bojangles Entertainment, providing music for all manner of occasions. Marguerite has completed a PhD. Philip is still singing in a choir and has his own IT company called ‘Threshold’. Stephen is a sales representative for ‘Swing Gifts,’ some of which Julie now treasures. The youngest sister Gabrielle has her own fashion business called ‘Eastside Clothing.’ Julie has written in her book; “I love all my brothers and sisters. They treat me really well, and we are very close.”

			I think she had ‘special’ treatment in those years growing up in Thaxted Street. Everyone had to share in family jobs. She didn’t mind washing up and drying but admits she didn’t like scraping food off the plates. She has a cheeky and defiant side to her character. I can well imagine she managed to find a way out of that task.
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			The O’Bryan siblings

			“My family tease me,” she says happily. I know she is talking about a loving sort of teasing, not the kind that happens in the playground in a co-educational primary school. She has experienced that kind of teasing too. It was always the boys who would tease her about the boots and calipers she had to wear.

			They were to protect the bones of her legs, ankles and feet from the destructive effects of her osteomyelitis. 

			Julie had to wear uncomfortable braces on her legs at night. She tells me that she hated them and could not remove them herself.

			I came across a blog while researching osteomyelitis and read how a woman refused to wear her boots when she was a child, in her case one leg being shorter than the other.

			Julie says she would also take them off when she got to school. She said she did this because the teasing was horrendous. Julie’s boots were sufficiently unusual to draw unwelcome attention in the playground. Now she wears snazzy little black hushpuppies, and I gaze enviously at her small feet. Regarding the teasing, Julie says that now she is an adult, she takes no notice. “I can see right through them,” she says. 

			Among the girls at school she had three friends; Antoinette, Catherine and Plinea. She has kept in touch with Antoinette. Christine would plait Julie’s long hair into the two beautiful plaits you can see in the picture titled ‘Going Fishing’. Every effort was made to help Julie with her learning. Her mother used to give her extra lessons. Julie says she did not take as many subjects as her siblings, and by the time she attended secondary school, Sacred Heart College in Oakleigh, she and Marguerite were in the same class.

			In 1965 when Julie was nearly 16, Frank was offered a promotion to be head of the Art Department in 1966 at what is now Chaffey College in Mildura. Frank was keen. He loved the Murray River, having grown up in Yarrawonga, also on the banks of the Murray.

			Before he enlisted in the army he had taught at Red Cliffs. Mary was not quite so keen. She did not want to leave her oldest daughter behind. Christine had already started university.
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			Mary and Frank O’Bryan

			Frank told her he would take her to Spain if she agreed to the move! Julie tells me; “And they did get to go to Spain!” The move to Mildura must have been a big upheaval for the family. In December the family had a big farewell party in the back yard of their Thaxted Road home. Theirs was the first house in the street to have TV, so everyone in the street would come to their house to watch programs such as the Judy Jacques Show.

			In January 1966 they left behind their childhood memories and drove their Holden station wagon to Mildura, leaving just Christine behind. She would come to Mildura for holidays.

			The musical ‘Sound of Music’ had been released the year before, and I like to imagine the O’Bryan family driving to Mildura singing ‘Edelweiss,’ ‘The Lonely Goatherd’ and ‘Sixteen Going on Seventeen.’ When I ask Julie, she says they sang ‘Daisy, Daisy’ and ‘The Road to Gundagai.’ Whatever the case they were destined to make an impact on the community of Mildura. Dad at what is now Chaffey College; Mum as a talented pianist, drama and language teacher, and not least of all Julie, who completed her education at St Joseph’s Secondary College in Twelfth Street in 1968.

			They lived in Havilah Crescent, in an Education Department house behind the College. One of Julie’responsibilities was to prepare lunch for her parents, who would come home during the school lunch break. Her dad would have a sleep after lunch, and would wake when the school bell rang, since their house was just behind the school. She had to be on watch and wake him if he didn’t hear the bell. Julie always had an essential role to play in the family. There was an educator named Dulcie Stone who lived most of her life in Mildura. She became famous for championing the rights to education for children with disabilities. In those days many of these children were neither to be seen nor heard. It was Dulcie’s opinion that Julie belonged in a ‘normal’ school.

			Dulcie was musical, played the piano, and believed in the beneficial physical impact of music on the brain. Research has shown that early musical experiences intensify the development of neural synapses.

			By increasing the number of interactions between brain cells, music essentially enhances a child’s ability to think, learn, reason and create.

			Mary played the piano, and Julie had both piano and singing lessons when they lived in Murrumbeena. When the family moved to Mildura, she continued singing lessons. Several people have told me that she has a very sweet voice. Julie says she is a soprano. One person told me that she is pitch perfect. Another told me that when she sat next to Julie at an ‘Opera at the Lock’ concert, Julie was probably the only person who spotted an imperfect high note by the very well-known performer!

			It seems the advertising slogan, ‘the family that prays together stays together’ rings true for this family. The Irish American Catholic Priest, Father Patrick Peyton, promoted this idea world-wide using the slogan invented for him in 1947 by an advertising executive. When we are talking about her faith, Julie recalls the whole family taking cushions out into the garden on a lovely mild evening and saying their Rosaries together. She still says her prayers at night, and often her Rosary too. She goes to Sunday Mass at Sacred Heart Church.

			If for some reason she cannot get there, she goes to the chapel when the priest comes to Princes Court on Tuesdays.

			She tells me she prays for all her siblings and their children. She adds that she also prayed for the return of her sheepskin underlay. Seeing my bemusement, she explains that when she went to bed the night before, she discovered that it was missing. It had been swept up with the sheets and sent to the laundry the day before. The laundry is in Adelaide. She has of course immediately reported its disappearance, but I am impressed that she has included it in her prayers.

			Both parents quickly became part of the Mildura community. Mary joined the Little Theatre in their production of ‘The Patsy’ in 1966. The following comment appears in the book ’Fifty years of Entertainment’ by Sheila Kelly and Glenn Miller. “It was Mary O’Bryan’s first contribution to MLT when she acted as ‘prompt.’” So dedicated was Mary to her role that Richard Pitt remarked he had never seen such an involved ‘prompt.’ Mary has continued being ‘involved’ with Little Theatre, as an actress, director and in all aspects of backstage. In 1995 Mildura Theatre Company held their fiftieth birthday celebration. Mary and Frank wanted their daughter Julie to be both seen and heard, and they certainly achieved that goal, literally. Julie tells me she started out as a mezzo soprano but has evolved into a soprano. She took part in a production of Brigadoon at Sacred Heart in 1972.

			In 1973 Julie read an advertisement in the paper for members or Intending members of the Red Cliffs Musical Society (RCMS) to attend auditions at the Powerhouse. She asked her parents if they thought she should audition, and they encouraged her to.
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			The first RCMS production she was part of was again ‘Brigadoon’ in 1973.

			Julie’s friend Beth is also a member of RCMS. They have been friends for years, and I am privileged to overhear them bantering with each other on the phone, as friends do. “I’ll write it in my Dairy.” says Julie. This is an ‘in’ joke between them to call that constant companion of Julie, her diary, a ‘dairy.’ Don’t they know that is a milk-bar in New Zealand where I come from?”

			The society wanted to acknowledge the fact that Julie had been such a devoted member, involved with 38 productions. They decided to give her an Honorary Life Membership. Beth took her for a drive one day and casually remarked that they should look in at The Powerhouse, the Society’s premises.

			In they walked to a surprise presentation ceremony arranged especially for Julie. “It was a big surprise,” says Julie proudly. “I didn’t expect it.”
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			Julie didn’t just like to sing, she loved to dance as well. She particularly liked the dances where you get to change partners. It was those trusty brothers who would invite her up to dance, and then she got to dance with all the boys. She also told me how much she enjoyed the barn dancing at Emu Bottom Homestead, where Philip was married in 1985.

			Frank was also a very proactive member of the Mildura community. He served as Bulletin Editor in both the Rotary Club of Irymple and the Sister City Association. His involvement with Rotary would lead to a trip in 1985 with Mary and Julie to a Rotary Conference in Kansas City in the USA.

			The trio also visited the Vance family who were one of Marguerite’s host families in Gallup, New Mexico, USA where she was a Rotary Exchange student in 1968.

			True to his artistic and creative ability, Frank painted a mural to be presented to Mildura’s sister city of Upland in California. Both parents were very creative. In 1971 Frank took long service leave and they travelled to Perugia in Italy. He studied art and she Italian. They composed a song called ‘The Chaffey Song.’ Frank wrote the words and Mary the music. When they visited Upland, Mary and Julie performed the song. Julie sang and Mary accompanied her on the piano.
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			Frank’s mural for the Upland Sister City

			In 1976 Frank retired from teaching and bought a citrus block in McCracken Road in Sunnycliffs.

			It was a dream come true for him. He was on the board of the Citrus Growers Association. Mary continued to teach piano, singing, and study of languages. Italian was her specialty. She was so fluent that she was able to teach English to Italian women who came to Mildura knowing not a word of English.

			Julie helped her dad and his apprentice out on the block and continued her involvement in the Red Cliffs Musical Society. In those years they worshiped at the Catholic Church in Red Cliffs. In 1988 they decided to sell the farm and bought a house in Washington Drive. That was where the family surprised Julie with a 40th birthday party.
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			Julie would help Dad on the farm

			Her parents gave speeches and she proudly reported how her mother told everyone that she and Frank felt blessed for having Julie with them in their Darby and Joan years. But Frank’s health was beginning to deteriorate. The effect of the war years was beginning to show, and now he needed a heart operation. Julie says it was like the Queen’s annus horribilis.

			In 1992 Gabrielle organised an Eastern seaboard trip for Julie. She had a great time travelling from one family member to another and being shown the sights wherever she went. She was staying with her mother’s sister Claire in Canberra when she had to cut short her stay because Claire was going away. Gabrielle gave Julie the option to either stay longer in Melbourne with her, or to go straight home to Mildura.

			When Julie found out that her Dad had gone to stay with his sister Pat, Julie said; “Mum will be by herself. I’ll go to Mildura.” There was a very strong bond between mother and daughter.

			I have been told that Julie does not approve of bad language or risqué behaviour. She attends ‘Play Reading’ at U3A, and the same friend who told me about the incident at the Lock has also told me that Julie can project her voice and get right into the character of the part she is reading. When she is reading a part in a play at U3A and there are rude words, quick as a flash she substitutes something inoffensive. Her mother was also quite ‘proper.’ Like mother, like daughter.

			In 1993 Julie embarked on another adventure. She attended a Work Life Skills Course at TAFE from 1993 to 1995. One of the subjects was cooking, and she could bring home what she had cooked on the day.

			Another answer to the question I asked her the first day I met her; “What makes you mad, Julie?” It was lunch time at TAFE, and instead of eating her sandwich straight away she put it aside and went to the bathroom. “I shouldn’t have done that!” she says. When she came back someone else had taken a bite of her sandwich. She threw it in the bin in disgust. She tells me; “That made me angry.”

			Work Life Skills was all about learning to live independently. Julie cannot praise Sunraysia Residential Services (SRS) enough. She says they have been wonderful to her. They continued to provide support to her when she moved into the Village.

			She says that on her 21st birthday her sister Christine advised her that if she found she wasn’t good at something she should drop that and try something else. She had already found that fishing wasn’t for her. Her dad had tried to show her how to garden too, but she said she wasn’t good at that either.

			She and Stephen were both natural left-handers. She was encouraged by her teachers to write with her right hand. Frank took her for a lesson on how to bowl, and she bowled with her left hand, and today still bowls in the Activities Room at Princes Court with her left hand.

			The TAFE course led to two lots of work experience. One of those was in the Mildura West Primary School.

			When their new library opened in 1996, the headmaster rang and asked if Julie would like to work as a volunteer in the library. She was there for 19 years. I have been to speak to the librarian who was there for all those years, and she said they loved having Julie. It was beneficial for everyone, especially the children who enjoyed chatting to her.

			I mentioned that Julie is having trouble with her hearing, and the librarian laughed. She said she suspected that Julie was turning down her hearing aid when asked to do something uninteresting like dusting the shelves. One day Julie was re-shelving books down the back of the library. She was happily singing to herself as she worked. A teacher had brought her class into the library and was demanding their undivided attention. Suddenly she heard this beautiful soprano. She thought it was one of her pupils. “Whoever is singing please stop,” she demanded. The singing continued. By now, quite furious, the teacher threatened to keep the whole class inside on lunch break. Someone whispered in her ear that it was Julie happily singing to herself while shelving books down the back.

			In 1995 Mary slipped and fell in her kitchen and was admitted to hospital. She and Julie had been going to go to the Blue Mountains for Christmas, but instead the family came to Mildura and when they were visiting her in hospital, they sang Christmas carols. The other patients thought it was a proper choir singing, but no, it was ‘the O’Bryan Family Singers.’

			Mary was able to move back to Washington Drive. Bernard in Queensland had taken on the care of Frank, who had deteriorated rapidly and died in 2002.

			Mary went first for respite at Oasis and then moved to Princes Court. Julie herself moved into Princes Court Village in 2006 and visited her mother often. Mary had grown to love Mildura, and when she died in 2012, she was buried here, in accordance with her wishes.
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			Mother and daughter together!

			Julie says it was a shock to have to leave the Independent Living Village, as she liked to have the spare bedroom so family could stay with her. She was just 65 years old and has her friend Beth to thank for spotting that she needed medical attention. Now she gets regular in-house medical checks, and when she has an important doctor’s appointment the family takes it in turns to come to Mildura and attend the appointment with her.

			Julie says Marguerite organises a sort of roster system. Julie confides in me that she misses her parents, especially her Mum. They would be proud I am sure to know how well she is managing. They did their best to prepare her for this eventuality.

			When she had her health scare, she was asked if she would like to move to Melbourne to be with her family. Not at all. If anything, I am told, she has become more independent. Mildura is where she has friends and things to do. She has already enrolled in U3A (University of the Third Age) for 2020.

			Beth teases her that she is Miss Gadabout, always out and about, as I discovered when I first tried to contact her. “A Social Butterfly,” says Beth!

			Thank you, Julie, it has been a pleasure to chat.
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